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TRANSLATIONS jkom ANACREON. 



JjENIGNANT Nature prompt to save, 
Its arms to every creature gave. 
The spiral horn, long, tapering, full, 
Crown 'd the stern forhead of the bull : 
The steed with swiftness scours the plain, 
With fins the fishes cleave the main ; 
The plumy race on pinions dare 
Ascend the chrystal wilds of air; 
Whilst hung with foam the lion shews 
His gnashing fangs in hideous rows : 
To mau, superior far designed, -\ 

To man she gave a taste refin'd, ( 

An awful, grand, immortal mind. J 
But what, ah what hath nature given, 
To thee ? thou last best gift of heaven, 
Oh woman say > she gave thee smiles, 
She gave thee soul-ensnaring wiles, 
Gave thee thine inmost heart to speak, 
lu crimson blushes on thy cheek : 
She arm'd thee with the potent sigh, 
Kindled the lightning of thine eye, 
And crown'd thee, blest with every grace, 
The sovereign of the human race. 

v. 

tvOME, Vulcan, with thy fires embrace, 

And fuse the solid silver mass ; 

But neither helm, nor shield prepare, 

For what have I tuiio with war ? 

No — rather let thy master hand 

Fashion the bowl as I command, 

Broad, deep, capacious, to confine 

An ocean of refulgent wine. 

Nor on its figured curve appear 

Orion, or the Northern Bear. 

I little heed what stars arise, 

" I trust the ruler with his skies :" 

But let thy matchless hand design 

The luscious grape, the leafy vine 

With dewy clusters, and unfold 

Young Bacchus form in virgin gold ; 

And last, thy noblest skill to prove, 

Cleone, or the queen of love. 

VIII. 

nOW sweet the wreath in which combin e 
Love's radiant flower and Bacchus' vine J 
G Rose ! thy crimson leaves diffuse 
Divine perfumes, and nectar'd dews, 
Within thy tender folds appear 
The treasur'd sweets of earth and air, 



•Specimens of anew version of that ad- 
mired Greek poet, intended for publica- 



Each charm, each sweet to thee is given, 
Thou pride of earth ! thou joy of heaven! 
Whose bloom all other blsom effaces — 
Light Cupid, dancing with the Grace*, 
With thy bright gems in many a fold 
Entwines his locks of fleecy gold. 
Come crown me then, and near thy shrine, 
O Bacchus, fired with generous wine 
I'll sing, while roses deck my lyre, 
While roses all my song inspire. 
And thou, dear maid, whose charms de- 
mand 
The tribute of Anacreon's hand, 
As thro' the rapid dance we move, 
Inspir'd by music and by love, 
Let clustering roses deck, not hide 
Thy snowy bosom's swelling pride. 



A.S late- within the Paphian grove, 
A wreath of various flowers I wove, 
I found it's god in still repose 
Cradled within a damask rose. 
With caution, feaiful of his sting, 
1 seized him by the beating wing, 
And plunged the imp into a tide 
Of sparkling juice, that stood beside; 
Then quaff'd the luscious draught, to 

prove 
The mingled taste of wine and love. 
Too soon the dire effect I found, 
My heart received a mortal wound ; 
There Cupid now liath fix'd his nest, 
I feel him fluttering in my breast. 

TO-MORROW. 

SEE ! — where the failing day 
In silence steals away, 

Behind the western hills with drawn : 
Her fires are quench'd, her beauty fled, 
With blushes all her face o'erspread, 

As conscious she had ill fulfill'd 
The promise of the dawn. 
Another morning shall arise, 
Another day salute our eyes, 

As smiling and as fair as she, 
And make as many promises ; 
But do not thou the tale believe, 

They're sisters all — 
And all deceive ! — A X. E. 
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BELFAST MAG. 



NO. XXXI. 



AN ANT1ENT CATCH. 

pYLLE the cuppe, Phylyppe, and let us 

drink a dram, 
Once or twice about the house, and leave 

where we began i 
T 



